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PUBLISHER’S NOTE. 


In the Press. To be published immediately. 


“With the Anzacs in Egypt.” 


Life and Scenes in the Land of the Pharaohs, 
as seen through Australian spectacles. 


By LIEUT. DAVID DOULL, 


One of the Gallipoli heroes who was with the 17th Battalion, 


SOME OF THE CONTENTS: 


Licking an Army into Shape—How Australia’s Soldiers were 
made Fit—Heliopolis, the City of the Sun—First Days in the Desert— 
“Mail Day’—Cairo—Street Scenes in Cairo—Under Martial Law— 
The Virgin’s Sacred Well—The Veiled Woman—Kismet and Some 
Curious Superstitions—The Bazaars—Memphis and its Rvins—Sakkara 
and the Tombs of Mera—A Native Funeral—Easy Marriages and 
Easier Divorces—The Sphinx and the Great Pyramid—The Museum 
and its Mummies—How a Mummy was Prepared—“The Gods of 
Egypt”—Old Cairo—Tombs of the Kalifs and Mamelukes—The Citadel 
—The Dance of the Howling Dervishes—Cairo’s Beautiful Mosques— 
The Story of the Holy Prophet—Cleopatra’s Home—In Upper Egypt— 
The Nile and its Canals. 


This is an absorbingly interesting book, instinct with life and 
action. Every Australian soldier who is going to Egypt. Every 
Australian soldier who has returned from the war. Every relative 
and friend of Australian soldiers who have been or who are going to 


the Front 
WILL WANT A COPY 


Because it tells them all that they want tc know about the doings 
of our Boys in Egypt, and what they have seen. 


Order early from your Booksellers to secure a copy. 
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Story of Gallipoli. 


“*Che Bravest Ching God Ever Made.’’ 


“The Australasian,”’ says a British officer, “is the bravest thing God 
ever made.” 


The skies that arched his land were biue, 
His bush-born winds were warm and sweet, 
And yet from earliest hours he knew 
The tides of victory and defeat; 
From fierce floods thundering at his birth, 
From red droughts ravening while he played, 
He learned to fear no foes on earth— 
“The bravest thing God ever made!” 


The bugles of the Motherland 
Rang ceaselessly across the sea, 
To call him and his lean brown band 
To shape Imperial destiny; 
He went, by youth’s grave purpose willed, 
The goal unknown, the cost unweighed, 
The promise of his blood fulfilled— 
“The bravest thing God ever made!” 


We know—it is our deathless pride!— 
The splendour of his first fierce blow; 
How, reckless, glorious, undenied, 
He stormed those steel-lined cliffs we know! 
And none who saw him scale the height 
Behind his reeking bayonet—blade 
Would rob him of his title-right— 
“The bravest thing God ever made!” 


Bravest, where half a world of men 
Are brave beyond all earth’s rewards, 
So stoutly none shall charge again 
Till the last breaking of the swords; 
Wounded or hale, won home from war, 
Or yonder by the Lone Pine laid, 
Give him his due for evermore— 
“The bravest thirg God ever made!” 


—W.H.O., in London “Punch.” 
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A STORY OF GALLIPOLI 


(With the 5th Brigade), 
Se 


THE GREAT LANDING. 


RIGHT sunlight, following after several days of 
storm, flooded the fine harbor of Mudros. It was 
the fateful afternoon of the 24th of April, 1915, and 

the mighty fleet of warships and transports awaited the 
signal to raise anchor and steal along the silent coast of 
the “impregnable” peninsula. 


Destroyer and pinnace flitted through the placid 
water, the last details were arranged, and the convoy 
quietly manoeuvred into positions facilitating exit from 
the bay. 


An unnatural calm brooded over the broad decks— 
the tense hush of nature which precedes the tornado, for 
with the dawn the new Eastern war would fling wide the 
gates of hell, and strong men struggle and laugh in the 
fierce throes of death. 


An hour before sunset the great fleet weighed anchor, 
and amid the deafening cheers from the French warships, 
steamed majestically out of the bay, the khaki warriors 
resting on the decks in the sublime confidence of victory. 


The Gaba Tepe landing party consisted of the 3rd 
Australian Brigade, 2nd Australian Brigade, 1st Australian 
Brigade, and New Zealand Infantry, comprising in all six- 
teen thousand, with details of Engineers, A.M.C., but with- 
out artillery, excepting the 21st and 26th Indian Mountain 
Batteries, which rendered excellent service after the land- 
ing. Convoyed by portion of the fleet, the transports 
steamed up from Lemnos in three eschelons, at a mile 
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distance from each other, in the lead being the flagship, 
H.M.S. Queen, containing the whole of the Mediterranean 
headquarters staff, under General Sir Ian Hamilton. 


Four hours’ steaming and the dark forbidding coast- 
line of the southern portion of the peninsula (Cape Helles) 


The War Chief of the 17th Battalion. 
| (Col. Goddard and Capt. Clive Smith, A.M.C.) 


loomed misty and spectral on the right. Another half 
hour and the fleet was opposite Gaba Tepe, but on ac- 
count of the bright moonlight was compelled to lay off 
until nearly dawn. 
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A STORY OF GALLIPOLI. 7 


Not a sign of life was visible on the dark coast line, 
or on the little beach, a quarter of a mile long, which 
fringed the shore. In perfect silence, in almost an agony 
of suspense, long lines of boats quitted the dark sides of 
the vessels, and moved steadily towards the shore. The 
party in the boats comprised the Third Brigade, under 
Colonel Maclagan, and the Second Brigade, under Colonel 
M‘Kay. 


Midway to the beach the suspense deepened, and the 
sombre hills remained wrapt in silence and mystery. Ano- 
ther minute and a bright light flashed upon the beach, and 
was repeated on the heights of Gaba Tepe. It was the 
Turks’ signal that the moment for resistance had come. 


Simultaneously the nearest boats reached shallow 
water. Casting themselves into the sea, the heroic soldiers 
struggled to the beach, reaching it as a terrific burst of 
fire spurted from the bushy slopes. Men staggered and 
fell; in the oncoming boats whole crews of seamen, caught 
in the terrible hail of machine guns, lurched into the bot- 
tom of the boats, their places being immediately taken by 
the Australians. 


In the darkness the majority of the boats had mis- 
taken the landing place, and steered further north, a for- 
tunate occurrence as it proved, for nothing less than anni- 
hilation awaited them before the formidable defences 
which the Turks had placed in every conceivable position 
on Gabe Tepe. As it was, a few men reached the in- 
tended spot, only to stagger back, bleeding and wounded, 
to the boats. 


Meanwhile, laughing, cheering and swearing, careless 
of death, oblivious to danger, impelled with the lust of 
conquest, the gallant band of Australians stormed the hill. 
Men stagger and fall, huge gaps are torn in the rushing 
line. Nothing though can stop its dauntless charge. It 
nears the first enemy trench, a thousand bayonets gleatn 
in the terrified eyes of the Turk, the enemy breaks, and 
the trench is won. 
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Taking advantage of the temporary respite the cap- 
ture of the trench afforded, the Australians stripped off 
their heavy packs, and, charging their rifles and reorgan- 
ising as far as possible, again charged madly forward, 
sweeping all before and capturing the summits of the 
hills. 


By this time the 1st Brigade, under Colonel M‘Laren, 
and the New Zealanders both landed, sustaining heavy 
casualties. Reaching the beach, already covered with 
dead and wounded, the survivors struggled forward through 
an inferno of fire that might have quelled the bravest 
spirit, shrapnel and high explosive shells decimating the 
brave band. 


With the first streak of dawn a terrific burst of flame 
‘spouted from the dark hulls of the warships, the terrific 
discharges of lyddite tearing great masses of the hills 
away. Simultaneously, the remainder of the great fleet 
manoeuvred into position at the entrance to the strait, and 
opened fire upon the Helles Point forts, the sound of the 
powerful discharges being plainly heard on the island of 
Mitylene, nearly fifty miles away. Great flashes as of 
lightning quivered on the hills, showing momentary glim- 
mers of dark grey steel hulls, canopied by a pall of sombre 
smoke, while on the forts attacked, the bursting lyddite 
threw huge masses of masonry and sand high into the air. 


Away in the direction of the Narrows, the end of the 
| long line of British and French warships could faintly be 
| discerned, the incessant flashes fading before the strong 
light of the sun, now rising over the ranges. For miles 
a cloud of heavy smoke hung just below the hill tops, 
obscuring in places the cloudless, blue sky. 


Supported by covering fire from H.M.S. Triumph, and 
French battleship Jeanne d’Arc, the British troops, in- 
cluding a Royal Naval division, essayed the hazardous task 
of forcing a landing against a network of entanglements 
running down to below the surface of the water, which 
the enemy had been actively preparing for months. 
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A STORY OF GALLIPOLI. 9 


The landing was made on the V beach, Helles, the 
southern extremity of the peninsula. Coincidentally with 
the rush of pinnaces and ship’s boats, the British steamer, 
River Clyde, the sides of which had been cut away to ex- 
pedite the embarkation of troops, steamed straight for the 
sand, where a few minutes later she grounded, canting 
gently to the side as the troops poured out to face the ter- 
rific fire poured into them by numerous enemy batteries. 
Not for a second was the issue in doubt, the fighting 
genius latent in these great British soldiers, made the 
weakest a hero. Blind to danger, heedless of death, they 
rushed forward with the dash and elan of veterans, and 
before long had securely established themselves on a front 
from which the terrific bombardment of the enemy failed 
to dislodge them. 


Meanwhile across the entrance to the Strait of the 
Dardanelles, the French Algerians and Moroccans fought 
desperately for a foothold, experiencing with the Austra- 
lians at Gaba Tepe, the full fury of the Turkish resist- 
ance, assisted as it was by an almost impregnable posi-— 
tion. After several hours of the fiercest fighting, the 
French forces made good their footing in the old fort and 
village of Kum Kale, occupying towards nightfall a strong- 
ly entrenched position in the south-west corner of Asia 
Minor. Towards nightfall heavy Turkish reinforcements 
arrived from the north with a number of guns, and scarcely 
had the native African troops consolidated their position 
than a fierce assault was made, preceded by a heavy fire 
from the Turkish field batteries. With the aid of the 
warships off the coast, though, the attack was easily re- 
pulsed. 


"“REARSC 
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THE ANZAC. STRUGGLE. 


During the morning the enemy’s artillery at Anzac 
had been strengthened by the firing from a fort on the left 
of Gaba Tepe, but had not long been operating when it was 
silenced by the deadly firing of the Bacchante, which, 
throughout that and the succeeding days, rendered won- 
derful assistance to the forces. 


The impetuously charging line had meanwhile gone 
on and on, surmounting hills and gullies, but being grad- 
ually weakened by casualties soon found itself faced with 
such heavy enemy reinforcements as rendered retirement 
necessary, and was consequently compelled to establish 
itself on a dominating position on the crest of the Anzac 
hills. Towards midday, the firing from the sea increased 
in intensity, many of the ships engaged launching heavy 
projectiles at the rate of 20 per minute. Early in the 
afternoon the village of Yeni Shekr was in flames, and 
the few remaining Turks had fled panic-stricken. Dark 
spirals of smoke from Kum Kale also attested the deadly 
precision of the warship’s fire. At this objective the 
French warship, Jeanne d’Arc, made excellent practice, 
maintaining a furious cannonade until the fortifications 
were in ruins, and the guns silenced. 


Having destroyed the enemy outposts, the vessels 
engaged steamed majestically to where their British con- 
sorts were gradually wiping out Sedd-el-Bahr and Kephez 
and Chanak forts. The terrific cannonade continued at 
its maximum throughout the afternoon, and long into the 
night, by which time many of the forts had been subdued, 
while a great impression was made upon the Narrows it- 
self, particularly with the assistance of the Queen Eliza- 
beth, which threw her mighty shells right across the pen- 
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insula from Gaba Tepe, landing them with terrific effect 
on the Turkish forts. 


The struggle on the western coast, where the Aus- 
tralasians were enjoying a temporary respite from the ex- 
| hausting hill work, had during this period assumed a dif- 
ferent character. As the first line of enemy trenches were 
| 


~ i 


Scaling Anzac Heights. 


passed, Turkish snipers left concealed in the dense scrub, 
proceeded to pick off the commanders, accounting during 
the day for many officers, men and stretcher-bearers. The 
most pathetic sight to the men on the hill was the shoot- 
ing of squads of the Army Medical Corps, as, nobly re- 
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gardless of their own safety, they wound down tto the 
beach with the wounded and dying. Restrained by no 
humanitarian principles, the Turkish machine gunners 
treated the A.M.C. as combatants, and joined with the 
riflemen in their hellish work. On the left of the beach a 
temporary dressing station had been erected, and a number 
of the wounded conveyed thither, but shrapnel beginning 
to fall upon it, the station had to be evacuated and the 
wounded conveyed to the hospital ships. 


It was only a couple of hours, not more than three, 
and a thousand dead and wounded lay upon the white 
sand, waiting with heroic fortitude for the boats to remove 
them. On the water’s edge lay many wrecked boats, as 
if cast upon the shore by some devastating gale. All day 
the pinnaces flitted to and from the beach, conveying boat- 
loads of wounded to the hospital ships and transports. As 
each boatload passed the battleships, British sailors lined 
the decks, sending cheer upon cheer across the water. In 
the momentary quiet a wounded Australian rose with the 
familiar cry, “Are we downhearted?” Forgetting their 
wounds, the whole boatload yelled “No.” it was enough 
to melt the toughest heart, much less those of the tender- 
hearted seamen whose kindness made a never-to-be-for- 
gotten impression upon the stricken warriors. Gentle as 
women, nothing was too much for them to do. “One of 
these rough fellows,” said a wounded soldier afterwards, 
“filled me up with tea and sandwiches, gave me his ham- 
mock, and washed my clothes. Then, after giving me 
some cigarettes, he quickly bent over me, and whispered, 
“T’ve got a couple of bob, matey, if its any zood to you.” 


Of the individual deeds of heroism which marked the 
Australians’ gallant achievement, unfortunately nothing 
can be written. Too numerous for mention, they pass un- 
heeded in the general story of the battle. Incomparable 
in valor, men fell and rose again, and staggered on until 
death quenched their indomitable will, dying happy in the 
consciousness of having nobly served the Empire in its 
hour of need. 
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THE... SECOND DAY. 


The summer night fell with the Australians clinging 
desperately to their hard-won territory, a position of the 
greatest strategical importance, being nearly opposite the 
Narrows, and necessitating the retention in the vicinity of 
large enemy forces. . During the long hours of the after- 
noon the gallant defenders had endured an incessant shell- 
ing that made the position almost untenable. At intervals 
the sharp detonations of the little Indian mountain guns 
mingled with the roar of bursting shells, while ever and 
anon the Queen Elizabeth, finding a target in some enemy 
body, or battery, launched her 15-inch projectiles, shaking 
the very hill with the tremendous concussion. 


Cheered by these sectional disasters to the enemy, and 
encouraged by the hourly assurance of the landing of our 
own field artillery, the beseizgers, weary but sleepless, al- 
ternately fought and entrenched in order to consolidaté 
the position into a permanent stronghold. 


With the darkness the intensity of the enemy’s bom- 
bardment decreased, the gunners, fearful of disclosing their 
positions to the warships, taking advantage of the dark- 
ness to move their batteries to more advantageous points. 
The rattle of machine guns and rifle fire was, however, 
incessant, and many times during the night the Turkish 
infantry, uttering loud cries of “Allah, Allah,” threw them- 
selves against the Australian trenches, only to be driven 
back by the bayonet charge with which the Australians’ 
resistance invariably terminated. 


One disadvantage of the Australian position was the 
extreme difficulty of dragging the heavy field guns into 
position on the captured crests, nearly 500 feet above the 
sea. This, however, was a problem to come, and mean- 
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while the defenders awaited with almost pathetic anxiety 
the arrival of the New Zealand batteries, well knowing 
that without artillery support, the gallant little army must 
soon be cut to pieces. It was with the greatest delight, 
therefore, that the troops greeted the arrival of the first 
18-pounder, which was followed, as the second day was 
breaking, by two batteries, which in a few minutes were 
hurling shrapnel into the enemy’s lines. 


With the assistance rendered by the fleet, the second 
day’s fighting showed the enemy powerless to dislodge 
the Australians, now much diminished in numbers, but 


A Meal Hour at Lemnos. 


securely dug in. Of the gallant landing party, the ma- 

jority were already speeding back to Egyptian hospitals, ' 
or at rest on the hillside, the arduous work of the next few 

weeks falling upon the indomitable Fourth Brigade and 

New Zealanders, who ultimately convinced the Turks of 

the futility of further attempts to “drive the defenders 

into the sea.” 


Thus ended the greatest achievement in Australian 
history. There were, however, strenuous days to come. 
The tragedy of Lone Pine had not been enacted, nor the 
subsequent triumphs over overwhelming odds achieved. 
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LATER. DAYS. 


When the Fifth Brigade encamped on the grassy 
fields of Liverpool, far from the roar and flash of guns, 
it seemed a lucky corps. It was well officered, it was 
well disciplined (peace be to the ashes of the good fellows 
who sleep on the sunny hillsides of Gallipoli). It was 
happy in its “High Chief,” quiet and confidence-inspir- 
ing General Holmes, and in its officers, most of them quiet 
and brainy campaigners, whose calm the fiercest shock 
of battle failed to disturb. 


It was lucky (or decently behaved), when its warriors 
roamed over the sweet pearl island of Ceylon. In the 
mystic land of the Pharoahs, it drilled and manoeuvred 
and prepared, gathering war strength, experience and hon- 
or. The officers were proud of the men, and the men 
were proud of the officers. Its ten weeks of work and 
rambling in the quaint villages beside the hoary Nile, and 
under the fragrant date palms, made the men nobler and 
fitted them for the dog days to come. 


While the torrid Egyptian sun still burned fierce and 
strong, the delighted men once again beheld “the blue lone 
sea.” The bands on ‘he Alexandrian wharves played 
martial airs. Hurrah for the fray, the front was calling. 
And now upon the calm Mediterranean, lights out, the 
great liner zig-zagged lest a torpedo break its gay career, 
and meanwhile winding among the fair purple islands. A 
British submarine rises alongside, salutes, and disappears, 
and we glide onward like happy excursionists for three 
days, and drop anchor in the Greek island of Lemnos. 


It was the evening of 18th August, 1915, and the 
troopship swung idly at her chains in the beautiful harbor 
of Mudros. Fifty miles away, on Gallipoli, the guns are 
vomiting death, and the steady glare of the searchlights 
sweep the dark hills. Too far away for the heavy boom- 
ing to be distinctly heard, the wide bay reposes in the 
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glory of a tropical night. The limpid water reflects the 
radiance of the bright stars and a brighter moon, while 
the myriad lights of a fleet of shipping and hospital ships 
scintillate like the pageantry of some giant aquatic car- 
nival. Russian, French and British battleships swing 
idly at their massive chains, while destroyer and pinnace, 
the scouts of the mighty fleet, flit to and fro across the 
mine-locked bay. 


Deafening cheers float across the crowded decks of 
the allied fleet, as, in the waning light, the transport 
weighs anchor, and steams out of the bay, and through a 
heavy sea, but in full moonlight, turns eastward towards 
the Dardanelles. On the narrow decks the troops, daunt- 
less and irrepressible, laugh and smoke and chat away 
the hours. Soon a dark headland looms up, sombre and 
mysterious, out of the darkness, and through the still air 
comes the weird rattle of distant musketry. It is the first 
echo of battle, an unnatural, hellish sound that the night 
vests with unimagined solemnity. 


As we lie off the coast, and wait for the moon to set 
behind the rugged peaks of Imbros, preparatory to land- 
ing at Anzac, the battlefield glows with a thousand swift 
flashes of flame, keen points of light that mark. the half- 
seen trenches on the misty hills where Australian and Turk 
struggle in the great world war. Lower down, along a 
mile of beach, the dug-outs and hospitals of the transport 
and A.M. Corps are studded. with lizhts. 


As we look, the hull of a cruiser steals into the cove, 
a livid tongue of light sweeps on to the dark hill, quivers, 
and moves slowly along. It finds a target. It rests, a 
sudden glare lights up the vessel’s side, a flash of bursting 
lyddite tears up the hill, and earth and smoke, and broken 
fragments of humanity are flung into the air. Again and 
again in rapid succession, the great gun booms. It is aw~ 
ful, it is glorious, the heart quickens and thrills, and lusts 
for more. But the gunner has now no target, and the 
hillside is still save for the agony of the Turk. Then, as 
suddenly, the great light disappears, and the grey patrol 
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A STORY OF GALLIPOLI. 7 


of the night steals silently seaward, out of range, return- 
ing and firing at intervals throughout the night. 


Grey dawn is breaking over Anzac as the troops slip 
down the swaying rope ladders, and get away in lighters 
Some minutes of tense anxiety, and the Turkish batteries 
high up on ‘the Sari Bair hills guess at the range, and 


The Place where we Bivouached the First Night in 
Gallipoli. 
throw a few shrapnel shells, which explode clear of the 
boats, and we leap upon the broad white beach, and hasten 
to cover up among the hills. 


Once secure from the screaming shrapnel we struggle 
and drag wearily through nearly a foot of dust up a long 
incline, and bivouac in “the gully,” a deep ravine between 
precipitous hills, up which the New Zealand Field Ar- 
tillery are dragging guns with herculean labor. It takes 
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most of the day to drag the piece to the summit, and the 
air is heavy with tramped-up dust, and the day scorching. 


Over the heads of the struggling gunners the still form 


| of an Indian gunner is lifted, the blood trickling from a | 
| tiny bullet hole in the temple. 
Dead? questions a “Cornstalk.” | 


No, unconscious! 


The still form was carried down the long hill towards 
the sea. 


Our first resting place resembles nothing so much as 
an abandoned mining camp in some far away silver field 
of Australia. Strewn with thousands of empty meat- 
cans, deep in dust, and swarming with flies, the prospect 
is dispiriting, and our hearts sink. We seek for shade, 
but the long gully following the onward march of the sun 
across the cloudless sky, offers none, so, like primaeval 
man, we burrow into the sides of the hill, while a less for- 
tunate water-fatigue winds down to the beach for the pre- 
cious water from Alexandria. Our first war meal is made 
of a small tin of “bully” and biscuits, on which the water 
from our bottles has no softening effect whatever. , The 
wretched flies almost beat us for the beef, but we satisfy 
ourselves, and bury the debris away from them. 


Overhead the unceasing ping of bullets and the scream 
of shrapnel goes on. Jacko, the Turk, is hard at work 
shelling our gun positions, as he has done systematically 
but uselessly since the guns were flung into position on the 
second day of the memorable landing. A few Australian 
warriors go to their eternal sleep, but they remain uncon- 
querea and undisturbed until the day of the great with- 
drawal. 


* 


I ramble round with a gunner, and note the maze of 
| Australian and enemy trenches, and watch the shells burst 
| in the distance. A deeper-tongued boom from seaward 
denotes that a cruiser is firing, and miles to the north we 
observe the lyddite explosions in the doomed village of 
Anafarta. Appropos of this, the gunner relates a story 


Page 19 
nla.obj-37573001 
National Library of Australia 


A story of Gallipoli with the 5th Brigade 


A STORY OF GALLIPOLI. 19 


of the wonderful firing of the fleet. Whilst steaming 
slowly past Anzac, on one occasion, H.M.S. Bacchante ob- 
served a force of two thousand Turkish reinforcements 


r crossing the hills. Signalling the information to the flag- 
j ship, the commander of the Bacchante asked permission 

to use lyddite on the enemy. Being told to fire away, 
| the Bacchante ten minutes later-signalled the following 


laconic message: “We have now no target”—the Turkish 
battalions had been annihilated. 


Col. E. M. Martin, Officer Commanding the17th Battalion. 


The worn-out soldiers manning the trenches were over- 
joyed at learning that the Fifth Brigade was landing. 
Never were men more heartily welcomed, nor the mystic 
bond of brotherhood more exemplified. It was good to be 
there; it was great to be an Australian. 

In the afternoon Jacko, the Turk, who was proving 
himself not a bad fellow, and had been tossing messages 
and tobacco into our trenches, put up the following lines 
in French: “Too tired to charge, 


Too weak to retire, 
Too proud to surrender.” 


~ 
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1. In the Trenches. 

2. The Road to the Beach. 

3. Pack Mules. 

4, Well Protected from Snipers, 
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A few yards outside the trench lay the bodies of a 
hundred and fifty Light Horsemen, who had recently per- 
ished in a fruitless charge, while on the very parapet of 
our trench rested the still form of a tall Australian— 
grim tragedies of the hellish game of war. 


At nightfall, having been detailed ‘to support the 
Fourth Brigade, the battalion advanced some miles along 
the beach to a position in rear of the 5th outpost, where 
the left flank of the Australian position rested, and from 
whence an attack was projected upon the formidable 
heights of Sari Bair. A long stream of pack mules strug- 
gled with us in the gloom and dust, kicking, stumbling, 
plunging over the uneven tracks, but heedless of the bul- 
lets that came from nowhere, and patter into the ground. 


An Indian driver staggers, exclaims, “Oh! Sahib,” 
and falls dead, a bullet through his heart. 


Away still further among the hills, with constant 
stoppings and jerky starts, then a long wind through a 
sap, and we lie down in a wide gully—the first of many 
nights spent under the stars. Three men shot in theit 
sleep. Breakfast, more beef and biscuits, water scarce, 
little to drink, none to wash or shave with. On the same 
ground next night, the Eighteenth suffered a few casual- 
ties. 


In the afternoon of the following day we move nearer 
the firing-line, passing numerous rough-made graves, 
marked by a rude cross. The hillside is littered with 
white-robed Turkish bodies, heaps of clothing and ruined 
huts from which “Jacko” fled on the night of the big ad- 
vance towards Suvla Bay. Fearful smells proceed from 
the Turks’ shallow graves along the track. 


Farther on we mark a lonely grave, “In memory of an 
unknown comrade,” and sadly ponder what good mother’s 
son lies buried there. 


In the afternoon, strange sight, the cross is over- 
thrown, and an unusual crowd has gathered. I look into 
the grave where our men are shovelling and discover it 
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to be the burial place of a store of shells captured from 
the fleeing Turks on the night of the great advance. 


At four o’clock several British and a French cruiser 
move into position, and begin the bombardment of enemy’s 
positions, firing huge 12-inch shells, directed by a captive 
balloon. Simultaneously a howitzer and the gallant little 
Indian Mountain Batteries get into action, and the Turk- 
ish lines become enveloped in smoke and flying debris. 
The enemy replies with badly-directed and ill-timed 


Shrapnel. The bombardment lasted till dark, when the 


Tommies, with ringing cheers, charged across the fields, 
succeeding in capturing two lines of enemy trenches. 
Throughout the night the battle rages. Our men, in reserve, 
sleep as gently as in their beds at home, quietly and 
wonderfully confident. Expecting to go into action at any 
moment, I sleep fitfully, waking at an extra heavy burst 
of fire just before dawn. It is Sunday, the day, not of 
rest, but of battles, and immediately the light is zood the 
cruisers renew the bombardment. Two platoons of C. 
Company, which had been supporting the 18th Battalion 
during the night, now returned. 


On Hill 60 the 18th Battalion and 4th Brigade had 
been badly cut up, losing many officers and men during 
a charge against heavy enemy forces, well supported by 
machine guns. “It was a day of horror,” exclaimed a 
Fourth Brigade Non-com. The remnants of our brigade, 
excepting the cooks and the sick, moved out to capture 
the Turkish trenches on Hill 60. At the whistle blast we 
left our trenches and raced across the ridge. It was like 
going through the gates of hell. Men fell right and left. 
The Turks were strongly entrenched in three lines of 
trenches, and their machine-gun and rifle fire was terrific. 
Those who survived the first hail of fire charged down the 
gully, taking cover under the opposite ridge. We suf- 
fered terribly. One wounded man was lying with a bomb 
in-his pocket, which must have been struck by a bullet, for 
there was a loud explosion, and’ presently the hillside was 
on fire. Many of the wounced were burned to death 
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where they lay, while others, who tried to crawl back, 
were fired upon by the enemy. It was a terrible sizht 
to witness. Under cover of darkness we tried desperate- 
ly to get the wounded out of the fire, but many had to 
remain there in agony. 


Our casualties were so heavy that we couldn’t ad- 
vance. So we dug in on the reverse side of the hill. It 


was a miracle that any of us came through such a hail of 
lead. 


Our greatest casualties resulted from the men seeing 
two ravines which offered an easier track to the Turks’ 
trenches, and charging into them, only to find them death- 
traps, the enemy having machine-guns trained down them. 
Two officers fell in the first few yards. After our re- 
tirement behind the ridge, one poor chap lay wounded, 
and calling to us to get him in, which was impossible, 
We called to him to lie still till night, but the poor fellow 
couldn’t, and presently moved, whereupon the Turks fired 
upon him. Delirious with his wound and the heat of the 
sun, he began “waving misses” with his hand. Then the 
Turks fired eight or nine shots, to each of which the poor 
chap waved a miss. Then the enemy turned a 
machine gun upon him, and riddled him with bullets! 


Watching the wounded as the lines of stretchers are 
borne past, after the clearing up of the battle ground, 1 
note a man with a leg off calmly smoking his pipe as he 
is carried to the dressing station. They are heroic, won- 
derful. No pen can depict the awful scenes; yet they 
laugh with the fortitude—of Australians. 


Till the dawn the untiring A.M.C. pursue their noble 
work. Through the long night I see the flash of guns and 
hear the incessant rattle of musketry. I think of erst- 
while peaceful men tearing at each other’s throats, of 
weeping women bowed over the cots of little children 
whose eyes will never laugh at a father’s return. The 
horror of the thing appals, the intellect staggers at the 
frightfulness of man’s slaughter of mankind. 
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AN ADVENTUROUS NIGHT. 


Next day the great grey warships again take up posi- 
tion and poured a steady rain of hizh explosive shells 
among the Turks. The firing is splendid, each projectile 
lands in the trenches, hurling earth and sandbags and 
broken enemy bodies high into the air. It is ghastly, but 
clever work, the Australian machine-guns following the 
demoralised enemy as he rushes madly from the scene of 
the explosions. 


From my position on the hill, a magnificent view of 
the surrounding country is unfolded. I look seaward to 
where the calm Aegean slowly turns to purple and amber, 
and the sun, sinking behind the rugged peaks of Imbros, 
paints the fairest scene the eye ever dwelt upon. The 
wide stubble fields, where a solitary ploughman toils amid 
the reek of death, merge into the enveloping night. For 
a moment the benignant peace of God rests upon the 
earth. The respite, though, is briefer than winter sun- 
shine, for the deep boom again sweeps over the water, and 
out of the gathering darkness comes the intermittent flash 
of guns. The stars come out. Cold blasts sweep among 
the hills, reminding us that the heat of summer is slowly 
changing to the chill of a iwinter evening. From a hun- 
dred tiny camp fires the blue smoke wreathes upward, and 
in as many crevasses and sheltered nooks soldiers are 
busily converting their bully beef and biscuits into more 
palatable food. 


During the night the cheery wounded are borne away 
on long lines of stretchers, gallant, uncomplaining fellows 
who meet disaster with a laugh, and death without fear. 
Heroic stretcher-bearers creep out on to the battlefield 
and drag in the wounded, Padre Gillison, of Victoria, be- 
ing killed, and Rev. Piddendrigh, of Sydney, wounded, 
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whilst thus engaged. During this adventurous night Cap- 
tain Savage, A.M.C., creeping from body to body in the 
darkness, finally came across the body of an Australian 
who showed no signs of wounds, but whose heavy breath- 
ing indicated that he was alive. Shaking the man, the | 
officer found that he was uninjured, but fast asleep in the 


Quinn’s Post (showing the hill to the trenches). 


very centre of the battlefield, with bullets flying all 
around. Completely exhausted, the soldier had fallen and 
was sleeping as calmly as a tired child. 


Two day’s following we take over the trenches occu- 
pied by the 14th Australian Regiment, now so reduced in 
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strength that’ not a hundred men remained of the original 
thousand, and reinforcements. For several days the enemy 
have been directing a heavy fire on to the slope where 
our forces had hastily dug some dangerous trenches, on to 
the exposed side of Hill 60. Despite a position present- 
ing every possible difficulty, however, the end of the week 
saw the Australians tenaciously holding their hard-won 
ground, and confidently awaiting a general attack on the 
27th, which it was expected would eject the Turk from 
this formidable salient. 
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AGAINST FEARFUL ODDS. 


Early on the morning of the next attack I wandered 
through the poppy-fields down to the sea. For nearly 
six miles a beautiful beach runs northward from Anzac 
to Suvla Bay, separated from the foothills by a long stretch 
of stubble land, where blue and scarlet poppies waved in 
the breeze, and English song-birds, surviving the blast of 
war, still twittered in the stunted trees. Here a Victorian, 
lying on the beach, wounded and miserable, listened to 
the sweet notes of a nightingale pealing out of the dark- 
ness like an angel voice pouring out its divine message of 
love to a world at war. 


Mingled with the flowers are all debris of battle, ac- 
coutrement, broken rifles, and bayonets, while the soil is 
littered with Turkish bullets as the ground with hail after 
a winter storm. Through this abandoned ground hundreds 
of stalwart Australians, careless of the visible enemy and 
his shells, saunter and bathe in the gracious water, sport- 
ing, diving, racing, sunning on the sand. It is wonderful, 
it is characteristic, it is Australian.’ No shells fall among 
the bathers this fair morning; gratefully we stretch our- 
selves in the sun, and revel in the spring and joy of life. as _ 
if the god of war had never touched the picturesque pen- 
insula with passion and death. 


At 12 o’clock I am summoned to a council of officers, 
I toss into the thicket the remnants of hard biscuit I. am 
munching, and seat myself with others around a map of 
Hill 60, and follow the track of a finger which traces the 
enemy’s trenches we shall fight for. I am directed to 
take portion of the fourth line forward. Gathering “my 
boys,” I march them, confident and light-hearted as school. 
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boys, to a position a hundred yards in rear of our firing 
trenches, when they sit on the hillside and wait. 


“Good-bye, old chap, good luck.” It is dear old 
France, whom we all love, calling out to me as he passes 
with his men to the front. 


Then “Andy.” and Pye, and all the boys—all pals of 
Australia, Egypt, Gallipoli—march past with cheerful faces. 
It is the first heart-stirring, solemn hour of battle against 
fearful odds. “Good-bye, dear boys, good-bye.” 


At 2 o’clock a howitzer shell purrs over our heads and 
explodes in the first Turkish trench. The bombardment 
of the hill had begun. At a distance of a few hundred 
yards, the little Indian mountain guns and howitzers from 
the beach poured in a terrific fire. Enemy gunners now 
take up the challenge, they drop high explosive shells 
where we wait in the gully. Earth flies around and over 
us. Nobody is hit. My men have serious faces, but no 
sign of fear. Soon the scene is clouded with smoke and 
dust. Shrapnel bursts like spray, machine guns follow 
and spit death into the broken trenches. 


For ten minutes the bombardment ceases to lure the 
enemy back into his trenches, then recommences and con- 
tinues with hellish fury for an hour. I watch the scene 
from the ridge. So little damage seems to have been 
done that a gloomy foreboding grips at my heart. We have 
only four hundred men, and the Turks some thousands. 


The last shell explodes. Packed lines of the enemy 
who had crouched in the communication trenches, stand 
up and lay their rifles on the parapets to fire. The shrill 
blast of a whistle, and the first line, a hundred men from 
the gallant Fourth, scramble out of the trenches for the 
charge. It is the signal for a terrific burst of machine gun 
and rifle fire. No men can live in it. A few men stagger 
forward, the majority fall back wounded and dead into the 
arms of the men helping them up. The heroes who sur- 
vive race forward and disappear in the cloud of smoke. 
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| 

| The second line goes forward and vanishes. As the 
line rose from the awkward trench, ‘‘France”’ drew his 
heavy revolver and cried, “Come on, boys, this is what 
we're here for; then fell with a bullet through his brave 
heart. For half an hour the din is awful, and I walk 


Little Grey Homes in Gailinoli. 


back to encourage my platoon, which I look at with new 
admiration for their wonderful stoicism. 


The first of the wounded go by, a soldier shot through 
the shoulder, waving and laughing. A sergeant shot in 
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the neck runs up, calmly delivers a message, and disap- 
pears in the direction of the dressing station. 


A pallid faced boy rushes with another message from the 
front. “Oh God,” he cried, “if those who made the war 
were only here now, there’d be no more wars.” 


Infantry, and machine-guns exacted a heavy toll in 
the packed trenches of the enemy, but as fast as they fall 
others take their place. The third line enters the battle, 
/ but cannot live in the hail of fire now raging with in- 
creased fury. We cannot see into the haze out of which 
shattered men are returning on their hands and knees. 
Of three hundred, five men, under Lieut. Anderson, reach- 
ed the first enemy trench, exchanged shots, and retired, 
all being wounded in the effort. 


In the gathering darkness I take my platoon and 
wait for the order to charge. In the restricted area the 
men are forced to crouch beside the dead, who cumber the 
cleared portion of the hill, now ghastly with lifeless forms 
in all the pathetic attitudes in which death strikes men 
in battle. 


Glad of the cover of darkness, we were about to 
charge forward when, finding success impossible, a message 
from General ——— countermanded the order, directing in- 
stead the hemming in of the enemy by constructing a fir- 
ing trench, linking up the Australian position with that 
of the New Zealanders on the neighbouring ‘hill (Hill 70). 


In the darkness I reconnoitre the position. Left of 

us the Light Horse, operating with the New Zealanders, 

i had captured a Turkish trench. At midnight the fire had 
practically ceased, and scarcely a sound broke the still- 

ness. Creeping silently forward the Australians reached 

the enemy without the alarm being given, and with the 
loss of one man only. On the very parapet the line rose 
and sprang upon the enemy with glittering bayonets, and 
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the trench was won, the Turks who survived fleeing with 
wild cries of “Allah, Allah.” Bombed out by superior 
numbers, the Australians were gradually pushed back, but 


fighting desperately hand to hand again, recovered the 
position. 


Linking up with this advanced trench across country 
exposed to a relentless fire, the Seventeenth Battalion faced 
a formidable task. Anticipating a strong counter-attack 
by the Turks, the work was expedited feverishly during 
the night, and for several days, the enemy meanwhile 
subjecting it to continuous fire. Daylight disclosed the 
bodies of over two hundred of our men lying a few yards 
beyond our trenches, with others dotted at intervals over 
the contested ground. 


For four days and nights, while we work, I do not 
sleep, and scarcely eat. I am new to the game of war; 
its horrors sink into my soul. On the third night I cast 
myself down on the earth where many of our men are 
slumbering heavily. The smell of blood, the foul stench 
of unburied men drives sleep from my eyes. The stars 
look down, calm and serene upon a field of blood where 
my men are huddled together like the slain around them. 
I rise and walk about till daybreak, when the firing dies, 
pondering upon what infinity of retribution can fit the 
crime that makes such scenes as these. 


In four days the work was completed, and shortly 
after, Jacko, the Turk, was swept off the Hill. Within a 
few days, also, we buried the noble dead, and our places 
being taken by British troops, we moved back to Anzac. 
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HERO OF GALLIPOLI’S HILL 60 
Gels 


Lieutenant Throssel, V.C., of W.A., 
Who is now on a visit to Sydney. 


It was at Hill 60 that Lieutenant Throssel 
won his V.C. Speaking’a few months ago of 
the fight in which the West Australian hero 
distinguished himself, Sergeant Macmillan 
said:— 

“He le& us and he fought like one of us, 
with rife and with bomb. There is no Man | 
in our troop who knows better how to use the 
rifle than he does, and he did deadly work on 
the charging Turks. And with him Ferrier. 
His bomb work was amazing. He fielded 
their bombs and sent them back to them; he 
fought like a man who has no-fear and no 
compunction. . . . I can see him now, the 
very type of the best Australian manhood. 1 
can picture his face with its firm chin, and 
the steady eyes that lit up to his friends with 

| a rare smile that was infinitely fascinating. 
| There are many fine young officers in the 
Australian army; and some of them, no 
| doubt, are much More brilliant than he in 
parade work. But the man I want to follow, 
the man to lead me in a big fight, that is 
‘Throssel, V.C.” © 
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